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this^ piece of poetry, what can be nobler than the idea it gives us, 01 the Supreme Being thus raising a tumult among the elements, and recovering them out of their confusion, thus troubling and becalming nature?
Great painters do not only give us landscapes of gardens, groves, and meadows, but very often employ their pencils upon sea-pieces : I could wish you would follow their example. If this small sketch may deserve a place among your works, I shall accompany it with a divine ode, made by a gentleman1 upon the conclusion of his travels :
How are Thy servants blest, O Lord !
How sure is their defence ! Eternal wisdom is their guide,
Their help Omnipotence.
II
In foreign realms, and lands remote,
Supported "by Thy care, Through burning climes I passed unhurt,
And breathed in tainted air.
Ill
Thy mercy sweetened every soil,
Made every region please; The hoary Alpine hills it warmed,
And smoked the Tyrrhene seas:
IV
Think, oh my soul, devoutly think,
How with affrighted eyes Thou saw'st the wide extended deep
In all its horrors rise!
Confusion dwelt in every face,
And fear in every heart; When waves on waves, and gulfs in gulfs,
O'ercame the pilot's art.
VI
Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord,
Thy mercy set me free, "Whilst in the confidence of prayer
My soul took hold on Thee.
1 Addison.